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"Oh, shit," Tommy groused as flashing lights popped up in his rearview mirror. He pulled over, mentally crossing 
fingers that the cop would blow past in pursuit of someone else, but no such luck. The flashing lights followed 
him to the side of the road. 


"Sucks to be you, T-bone," Nikki laughed from the passenger seat. "What the fuck did you do? We weren't going 
that fast." 


"Fuck if | know," Tommy shrugged. He rolled the window down as the cop approached. 
"License, registration, and proof of insurance," the cop said. 


Tommy wiggled his wallet out of his back pocket and handed the cop his license before leaning across to grab 
the paperwork from the glovebox. Then he passed them over to the cop as well. "What did | do?" he asked. 


"Your passenger side taillight's out," the cop said, then headed back to his car to run the paperwork. 
"Well, fuck," Tommy grumbled. "Stupid fucking light bulb.’ 


Nikki laughed again. "Eh, they'll probably just give you a warring and a bit of time to get it fixed They don't 
usually give tickets for burnt-out bulbs." 


"Yeah, | guess. This delay just sucks, though," Tommy said. "We were already cutting it really fucking close to 
get everything back with enough time to get shit ready before Leanne shows up." 


"Yeah," Nikki agreed, hiding the flash of jealousy he felt at the mention of Tommy's current girlfriend. After a 
couple of minutes, he observed, "That cop's taking fucking forever. How fucking long does it take ‘em to run 


your plates and shit, anyway?" 


"Not usually this long," Tommy said. "At least, it didn't take this long the last couple times | got speeding 
tickets." 


"Wonder what the fuck's keeping him, then," Nikki said. 


A tow truck pulled up in front of them and backed towards the car as the cop returned. "Please step out of 


the car, gentlemen," he said. 

"What's going on?" Tommy asked. 

"Your registration's just been suspended until you reinstate your insurance," the cop said. "Once you've 
provided proof of insurance to the DMV, they'll reinstate your registration, at which time you'll be eligible to 
collect the vehicle from the impound lot. They'll accept cash, credit card, or certified check, but not personal 


check." 


Nikki looked at his bandmate in disbelief. "What the fuck, dude, | saw your insurance card when you pulled the 
fucking papers out!" 


"Yeah, and | know |." Tommy trailed off. "Fuck, | think | forgot to pay the bill last month. God, | am so fucking 
stupid!" 


"No fucking shit," Nikki grumbled. "We're never gonna get all this shit home in time, walking. Assuming we could 


even carry it all! 
"Once again, gentlemen, please step out of the car," the cop said, still polite but a little more firmly. 


"Yeah, | just gotta get the food and stuff outta the trunk," Tommy said. "Fuck my life, Leanne's gonna kill me." 


"Fuck Leanne," Nikki said. "Your mom's gonna kill you worse. You know good and fucking well you're gonna have 
to ask her for the cash to get the car out of impound." 


Tommy groaned as he popped the trunk. "Just get the fucking cake out of the back seat," he told Nikki as he 
scrambled out to grab several bags of food and two cases of Budweiser from the trunk. "I'll worry about 
asking Mom for help later," he said. "Right now, we gotta figure out how to get everything back to the 
apartment so we don't ruin the fucking party.’ 


The cop handed Tommy his paperwork and license - plus a ticket for driving without insurance - as soon as 
they'd emptied the trunk and the tow truck operator started hooking up the car. The cop drove away, then 
the tow truck operator gave Tommy a card with the impound lot's hours, rates, and accepted forms of 
payment listed on it. Then he also drove away, leaving the two young men standing on the sidewalk surrounded 
by grocery bags and beer, and with Nikki holding a boxed-up cake. 


"Now what, T-bone?" Nikki snarked. "Or should we change that to Bonehead?" 
"Suck my dick, asshole," Tommy said. 
"Anytime you want me to, babe," Nikki said with a lascivious grin 


Tommy laughed. "We gotta find a payphone. And hope Mick's home. Or Vinnie, but I'd rather Mick. He'll bitch me 
out once he's picked us up, but he'll at least come get us without arguing for a fucking hour first." 


"True enough," Nikki agreed. He peered around, glad that they'd at least gotten pulled over in a fairly well-lit 
area, and spotted a phone booth about a block and a half away. "There. We just gotta get all this shit over to 
it" 


"Yeah, and with the money Mom gave me for food and all that shit, this was gonna take two or three trips to 
get into the apartment between us, so this is gonna be a fucking challenge," Tommy groused. "And the fucking 
ice cream is gonna melt before anyone comes to get us.. ohl" He looked up at a nearby cheap apartment 
building, half the windows facing the street open to catch a breeze to air the place out a bit now that the 
evening temperatures had cooled off to something tolerable. He cupped his hands around his mouth and 
hollered up to the building, "I got two cartons of ice cream for the first person who can bring me a kiddie 


wagon or a shopping cart!" 

Nikki cracked up. "You're fucking nuts, T-bone!" 

Tommy shrugged. "Dunno if itll work, but if it does, someone gets the ice cream before it melts, we dont 
gotta deal with the fucking mess of melting ice cream leaking all over everything else in the bags, and we'll get 


wheels to haul the shit down to the pay phone." 


Nikki started to say something else, then just stared with a dropped jaw as two kids came flying out of the 
building, shoving at each other as they dragged little wagons down the steps. 


"| got here first!" one kid yelled. 
"No way, asshole, | did!" the other asserted. 


"How about you each get one carton?" Tommy suggested. "We got enough shit here that it'll be good if we use 
both wagons anyway. We gotta get all this shit down to the pay phone." 


The kids looked at each other. "Okay," they agreed with identical shrugs. "That works." The kids helped the two 
young men load up the wagons with all the bags, the beer, and the cake. 


They made the trek to the phone, where the kids and Nikki started unloading everything while Tommy searched 
his pockets for change for the phone. Nikki gave each kid a carton of ice cream, silently giving thanks that 
they'd gone with just plain vanilla as a safe option. He didn't want to have to referee an argument over who'd 
ended up with the ‘better’ flavor if they'd gotten different ones. The kids took off running for home again, 


whooping with glee at scoring the ice cream, as Tommy picked up the phone and dropped in a dime. 


Tommy dialed Mick's number a little nervously, breathing a sigh of relief when the older man picked up. "Mick, 
¡Fs Tommy," he said. "Nikki and | need help." 


"What the fuck happened this time?" Mick sighed. As much as he liked his bandmates, he was enough older 
than the rest of them that sometimes he felt like he was babysitting a bunch of teenagers. Which wasn't 
entirely false, thinking about it, Tommy wasn't yet twenty. 

"| fucked up?" Tommy said. "| got pulled over for a busted taillight, but I, uh, forgot to pay my insurance last 
month, so.. yeah. They took the car to the impound lot and | gotta get the fucking insurance back before 
they'll let me un-impound it. But we got a shit ton of stuff for tonight's party and there's no fucking way we 
got a prayer at carrying it all back, walking. | don't wanna fucking ruin the party any worse'n what's already 
gonna happen" 

"You're an asshole, Tommy," Mick grumbled. "Where are you two fuckers now?" 

Tommy gave him their location with a sigh of relief. 

"Yeah, okay, I'll be there soon," Mick said. "You owe me." 


"| really do," Tommy said. "Thanks, Mick" He hung up and gave Nikki a smile. "Mick's on his way." 


"If you got another dime, call Vince, let him know we're gonna be late," Nikki advised. "That way he'll know to let 


people in if anyone beats us there." 


"Good idea," Tommy admitted. He dug in his pockets for another dime and called the apartment, explaining the 
situation to Vince. Predictably, the singer had a lot to say, none of it of any substance. 


"pretty stupid of you, don't you think? Nice way to ruin the party. Anyway, what am | supposed to entertain 


everyone with?" Vince wanted to know. "| mean, you got all the fucking supplies with you, right?" 


"Just the shit for the meal and some extra beer," Tommy said, trying not to lose his temper at Vince's 
nagging tones. It wasn't as if the singer hadn't forgotten to pay bills before. They'd had their electricity cut 
twice now, because he was the one in charge of paying that but had neglected to do so when he'd gotten word 
of some good surfing happening and fucked off to the beach without stopping by the utility bill-pay desk on his 
way out. "There's plenty of booze and chips already in the place, along with some.. other refreshments... plus 
rolling papers in my closet." He wasn't worried about Vince going in his closet; the singer might be the 
clotheshorse of the band, but he was short enough that Tommy wasn't worried about his clothes going 
missing. 


"Oh. Fine, whatever. Just hurry back, asshole," Vince said. 


Tommy snorted. "Yeah, that's kind of the plan already, Princess Vinnie. Just fucking hold the fort until we get 
back, you'll be fine.” 


"Fuck you, Tommy," Vince snapped and slammed the phone down 


Tommy rolled his eyes as he hung up. "Motley Crue wouldn't be the same without that fucking diva, but 


sometimes I'm really fucking sorry | suggested we ask him to sing for us," he grumbled. 
Nikki laughed. "Yeah. He's too fucking pretty to fire him, though, he'd take all the groupies with him." 


Tommy laughed as well, then Mick pulled up. They loaded the trunk and sped off to the apartment. With Mick's 
help, they managed to get everything into the place in just one trip. Several people were already in the 


apartment, music blasting and blunts circulating along with several bottles. 


"Food's here," Nikki called as they made their way through to the little kitchen with the bags and the cake box, 


simply leaving the cases of beer in the living room. "Give us a few to get it all set out" 

In the kitchen, they set the cake on the table, then started uncovering the trays of sausages and fried chicken 
As Tommy carried food out to the living room, he noticed that Leanne didn't seem to be there yet. He 
shrugged and grabbed a piece of chicken, scarfing it down along with a beer as he got into a conversation 
about some of the other up and coming bands on the Strip. 

Nikki came out of the kitchen and handed Tommy a bottle of Jack Daniels. "Where's Leanne?" he asked casually. 


Tommy shrugged. "Not here yet, | guess. | haven't seen her, anyway.’ 


"Leanne?" a cheerfully drunk voice asked. "She got here a while ago and started rubbing herself all over some 


bleach blond dude before dragging him into a bedroom." 


Tommy and Nikki both turned to look at the speaker. "A blond dude?" Nikki asked carefully. 


"Yeah," the drunk partygoer confirmed. "About so tall.." he indicated the height against himself, "and bleach 
blond hair. Kinda girly looking, but definitely a dude." 


"ll fucking kill him!" Tommy growled. "Her too. | threw this fucking party for her, and this is how she pays me 
back?" 


"Whoa, take it down a bit, T-bone," Nikki cautioned, grabbing Tommy by the arm. "Don't bother with him, you 
know he's a total man-whore who takes every offer he gets. As for the bitch, embarrass her. And obviously 


return whatever birthday gift you bought but haven't given her yet! 


"Jesus fucking Christ, Nikki, do you know how much | borrowed from Mom to afford this fucking party?" 
Tommy hissed to his bandmate. "Because Leanne wanted a ‘proper’ party and not just a kegger‘' 


"lll help you pay back the loan and so will Vince, whether he likes it or not," Nikki assured Tommy. "You don't 
fucking need to get arrested for assault, though. Throw her ass the fuck out of here, but don't hurt her." 


Tommy took a deep breath and a deep swig from the bottle of Jack Daniels. "Okay. No hurting the fucking 
bitch." He thrust the bottle at Nikki, who grabbed it automatically, and stalked into the kitchen. A moment 


later, he came back into the living room carrying the cake box and headed for Vince's bedroom. 
"What the fuck, T-bone?" Nikki asked. 


Tommy made a shushing gesture at Nikki. A quick listen at the door confirmed that Vince and Leanne were... 
occupied with one another. Tommy grinned wolfishly, straightened up, and very deliberately kicked the door in. 
"Happy fucking birthday, you cheating bitch!" he yelled, smashing the cake onto the two bodies writhing 
together on the bed. "By the way, Leanne, we're through! I'm dumping your cheating ass!" He scooped up her 
clothes from where they'd been discarded on the floor and ran back out of the room, tossing them out of the 


living room window to howls of laughter from everyone there. 


"Heyl" Leanne protested, jumping out of bed and starting to follow Tommy, only to retreat back to Vince's room 
when she realized just how many people were staring at her cake-smeared naked body. "How the fuck am | 


supposed to get out of here?" she wailed. 


"l'Il find you something to wear outside," Vince said, scraping cake from his own shoulder. He pulled on a pair of 


shorts and called out, "T-bone, you asshole, that was pretty fucking rude." 


"So's fucking my girlfriend at the party | threw for her birthday," Tommy retorted. "Be glad | didn't do worse 


than make sure she got her cakel" 


The drunk and high guests all laughed again at that, and made a point of wolf-whistling when Leanne, wearing a 
pair of Vince's shorts and one of his t-shirts, came scuttling out of his room with her head down and her 
face red. Several people followed her out the door to catcall and offer commentary as she hunted out her 


scattered clothing. 


Vince picked up a few of the biggest chunks of cake from his bed and smooshed them onto Tommy's face. 
"You coulda waited until we were done, asshole," he groused. "Now | gotta clean the fucking bed or sleep on 


cake crumbs." 


"Cry me a fucking river, Princess Vinnie," Tommy said, wiping cake from his eyes. "You coulda not fucked my 


girlfriend, so as far as I'm concerned, you got off easy. 

The guests still inside started grabbing beers and food, slipping out before the expected fight got started. 

But Mick grabbed Vince by the arm. "Pack a bag, Princess," he told the singer. You can crash on my sofa 

tonight and clean your bed in the morning when the laundromat opens." He steered Vince into his room and 


glared until the other man shoved a change of clothes into a bag. Then he forcibly dragged Vince out to his 
car, the last two people to leave the party. 


"You okay, T-bone?" Nikki asked. 


Tommy shrugged. "| guess. I'm not, you know, upset about breaking up with her, so much as I'm upset that she 
cheated" He grinned and added, "Maybe I'll just swear off girls for a while. 


Nikki wiped a smear of frosting from Tommy's cheek, then licked it off his finger. Giving the drummer a 
flirtatious glance, he said, "Well, if you wanna try guys instead of, in addition to, whatever, just let me know." 


Tommy raised a brow. "Seriously?" 


"Abso-fucking-lutely," Nikki said He moved closer to Tommy and leaned up to lick another smear of frosting 


from his face. "You're fucking delicious," he chuckled warmly. 


"You... l.. uh." Tommy's brain felt as if it had short-circuited. He stared at Nikki in confusion for a long 
moment, then he took a deep breath, leaned down, and gave Nikki a soft kiss. "| might just take you up on that," 


he murmured. 

Nikki smiled. "Anytime, babe," he said softly. "And however this works out or not, I'm gonna help you with 
paying your mom, paying your insurance, and getting your car out of impound. Hopefully then the only thing 
that got ruined here tonight is your relationship with Leanne." 


"Not quite," Tommy said with a grin. "| did manage to ruin the cake." 


